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2. My Thoughts are searching, Lord, for Thee 
Amongst the Shades of lonesome Night: 
My earnest Pray'rs ascend the Skies 
Before the Dawn restores the Light. 



3. Look how rebellious Men deride 
The tender Patience of my God; 
But they shall see thy lifted Hand, 
And feel the Scourges of thy Rod. 



4. Hark! the Eternal rends the Sky, 
A mighty Voice before Him goes, 
A Voice of Musick to his Friends, 
But threatning Thunder to his Foes. 



5. Come, Children, to your Father's Arms, 
Hide in the Chambers of my Grace, 
Till the fierce Storms be overblown, 
And my revenging Fury cease. 



